A   VISIT   TO   WHITTIER

WHEN I was in Boston in 1884, rny brilliant and
hospitable friend Mr. W. D. Howells received a
letter from the poet Whittier, expressing a most
kind wish that I should visit him. It would have
been a great satisfaction to me to have seen him in
summer, and in his own beautiful home at Amesbury,
where he settled in 1836, and where he resided until
his death in 1892, although at the moment of his
demise he happened to be visiting a friend at Horton
Falls. It would have been delightful to carry away
an impression of that noble, calm figure in the midst
of its household gods. But, if I remember rightly,
the mansion at Amesbury was at that time being
altered in some way ; at all events, Mr. Whittier was
staying with female relations at a house, called Oak
Knoll, near the town of Danvers. It was, moreover,
in the depth of the hard New England winter; all the
landscape was choked with snow. Certainly, the
visitor's attention would be the more exclusively
concentrated on the appearance and conversation
of his celebrated host. Accordingly, an appoint-
ment was made, and on December 6 I set forth on
quite an arctic expedition to discover the author of
"Snow Bound."